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CARTOONS AND COMMENTS. 

T is no use. The assassin has the foolish 

cunning of the ostrich, and he tries to 

hide his head in the sand of sham insanity ; 
but it is no use, in the language of the street. 
If his disgraceful antics can deceive a jury, 
they can deceive no one else; and the pun- 
ishment he deserves is sure to come, from 
one source or another. If the ridiculous and 
undignified court which has his case in hand 
does not inflict it, it will come in a deplorable 
yet less undignified way. We are no advocates 
of lynch law; if that strange form of justice has 
its place at all, it is on the other side of the 
Ro-ky Mountains. But we must frankly ad- 
mit that if this trial ends in the acquittal of 
Guiteau and his subsequent death through the 
violence of a mob, the mob will be but little to 
blame. We are always ready to uphold the 
principle that the people should respect the 
law which they make for themselves, But if 
the administration of the law is such that it is 
impossible to respect it, very little moral re- 
sponsibility rests upon the men who, feeling 
that their representatives have betrayed them, 
take into their own hands that power which the 
safety of society demands that they shall dele- 
gate to a fitter few. 








This may seem a brutal and horrible thing 
to say; but there is a woful truth underlying it 
which we shall all have to acknowledge sooner 
or later. It is a very small element in the 
present political and social situation of the 
United States, this mismanaged murder-trial. 
It is not only our courts which are mismanaged ; 
there is mal-administration in every part of our 
government. Corruption and incompetence 
rule us, and, what is worse, rule us according 
to the forms of law. We can not rid ourselves 
of this burden of venality and ignorance, be- 
cause the very laws themselves have been 
twisted to protect the wrong-doers. There is 
legislative sanction for every abuse from which 
we suffer. In this City of New York, we have 
handed over our liberties to a pack of up-coun- 
try politicians, who have in turn delegated 
them to a still more contemptible pack of so- 
cieties for the suppression of this and the en- 
couragement of that. Our local government 
has no authority whatever, and the balance of 
power lies in the hands of a base political asso- 
ciation which, controling so many bought or 
bullied voters, is able to check an honest and 
capable Mayor in every move which he makes 
to give us an honest and efficient government. 


* 
* * 


All over the country things are much the 
same. Sooner or later, the natural revolt must 
come. And how it is possible to carry out any 
great popular movement toward reform seems 
an insoluble problem, The laws which we have 
allowed our mis-representatives to make for us 
shut us out from the chance of righting our- 
selves. Everything is done under the protec- 
tion of governmental ordinance. We are robbed 
of money on the Stock Exchange, robbed of 
justice in the courts, robbed of our rights as 
citizens in the private offices of Star-chamber 
“societies’’—and all under the protection of 
the law. When the populace is at last awak- 
ened to a sense of its slavery, and the great up- 
rising comes, and we resolve to clear away this 
mass of tyrannical corruption, how shall we go 
about it? Good friends, we shall be fortunate 
if in that day we may regain by lawful means 
what the law has taken away from us—what we 
have let the law take away from us, 

* 
* . 

Congress has not yet settled down to work, 
and if it is going to attempt to pass one-half or 
even a fourth of the bills that have been intro- 
duced, it will have more than enough to do. 
There is scarcely a politician of any prominence 
who is not nursing his own particular pet scheme 
with a view of having it adopted much more 
for his own benefit than for the good of the coun- 
try, which labors under the delusion that it is 
having its interests looked after by the political 
tricksters that make most noise in Congress. 
One would think that ex-Secretary Robeson, 
after the manner in which his name has been 
connected with naval matters, would try to 
keep as much in the background as possible. 

* 
* * 

Mr. Robeson, however, thinks it better to 
be as conspicuous as possible, in spite of a- 
pleasant charges against him which have never 
been explained, and now, by his persistency 
and pachydermatous qualities, finds himself a 
very important member of the Committee on 
Naval Affairs, with the opportunity of putting 
all kinds of fat and profitable contracts into 
the hands of his friends. It remains to be seen 
whether he will turn over a new leaf and en- 
deavor to confound his enemies; but we have 
our doubts as to his ability to do this. Mr. 
Robeson may be an honest man, but we would 
rather that he had nothing to do with naval 
matters. He does not inspire us with confi- 
dence. 





Senator Logan also has his little baby bill, 
which will go to increase the emoluments which 
General Grant has received for indifferent work 
from a more than grateful country. This pro- 
jected measure is just as much matter in the 
wrong place as is Mr. Robeson on the Com- 
mittee on Naval Affairs. This brings us natur- 
ally to General Grant, and would it were not 
so, for we don’t want General Grant in politics 
any more. The country has had altogether too 
much of him, and he would show his patriotism 
and good sense by keeping out of such affairs, 
Among the hobbies of all these great statesmen, 
we look in vain for any project for genuine 
Civil Service Reform, or any sincere effort to 
put our shameful tariff on a proper basis. 


* 
* * 


There is some talk about these things, but 
there is no more chance of anything being done 
this session than there is of General Grant, as 
long as he lives, ever appearing in any other 
role than asa mendicant. Everybody of promi- 
nence airs his views on Civil Service Reform; 
but no one seems to possess the requisite cour- 
age to attempt to put his ideas in practice. 
The Civil Service Baby, from President Arthur 
downward and upward, is very much out in the 
cold. It can get no shelter or consideration, 
for all those who should give it the requisite 
nursing are frightened at it. They know it is 
a rickety child, and they are anxious for it to 
remain so. And ought we to be surprised at 
this ? 


* 
* * 


We may safely assert that we have no states- 
manship; and our prominent politicians, who 
form the substitute for that article, feel that, 
when once the government employee is placed 
on a proper business footing, all the buy- 
ing, selling and jobbing in offices is virtually 
at an end. ‘The representative in Congress 
would then have to show his patriotism by giv- 
ing attention to legislation that would really 
benefit the country, instead of rewarding inis 
constituents for disreputable machine work with 
post-offices and consulships. We have little 
hope this year for a new tariff, and still less for 
Civil Service Reform. Both will probably die 
of cold and exposure. ‘They can’t be admitted 
in President Arthur’s nursery. 


* 
* * 


The exigencies of the local political situation 
again render it necessary that we should depict 
Mr. John Kelly in the character that he has 
made peculiarly his own. ‘Ihis time we present 
him as “ The Political Sutler.’”’ The readers of 
Puck are tolerably familiar with Mr. John 
Kelly’s queer methods, Perhaps they may say 
they have had enough of both. But the remedy 
is in their own hands. Let them, by their votes, 
at the earliest opportunity, get rid of Mr. Kelly 
and the political hucksters who follow him, and 
then we will promise never to inflict them with 
this gentleman’s portrait, which must necessarily 
always be connected with some political deal 
that is not pleasant to contemplate and is in- 
variably the reverse of savory. 





As stated last week, Puck’s ANNUAL for 1882, like 
“« Betsy and I,” is out. It has been out at least ten days, 
and about two million five hundred thousand esthetic 
people have been vaccinated with it, and the thing is tak- 
ing so well that there is no likelihood of any of the two 
million five hundred thousand being ambulanced to the 
hospital to be treated for hypochondria. As announced 
in the table of contents, a few of the contributors are: 
Victor Hugo, W. M. Ev-rts, Dante Gabriel Lawn-Ten- 
nyson, Oscar W-lde, ‘he Sweet Singer of Michigan, R. 
G. Ingers-l, Judge Jeremiah S, Bl-ck, Bismarck, Tom- 
maso S-lvini, John G. Wh-tt-er, John K-lly, Bjohn 
Smjithj, the Great Norse Poet, and many others equally 
famous. The illuminations are from the pencils of the 
well-known limners, Keppler, Opper and Gillam, who 
have made all the electric light companies feel uncomfort- 
able and apprehensive of a depreciation of the value of 
their stock, Price, Twenty-Five Cents. 





















































THE BRITISH GOAT SOCIETY. | 


ITS CONSTITUTION. 





THE Reason THat Ir Was ORGANIZED. 





THE MENU. 





It may not be generally known that tnere is 
a regularly organized association on the other 
side of the water known as the British Goat 
Society ; but such is the case, and no less a dig- 
nitary than his gracious nibs, the Duke of Wel- 
lington, is its president. 





It is the intention of the British Goat So- | 


ciety to secure as many specimens of the quad- 
ruped vulgarly known as the Hoboken ibex as 
they can, and distribute them through the 
kingdom to the cottagers, 

The great trouble seems to lie in the fact that 
the committee cannot obtain a sufficient quan- 
tity of the animals to create the desired ex- 
citement necessary to secure support. 

We understand that many noblemen have 
contributed handsomely to the scheme, the 
Prince of Wales has expressed great delight 
and satisfaction, and that some of the leading 
play-houses of London have given special goat 
matinées to swell the rapidly growing fund, and 
one of two of the world’s prima donnas have 
volunteered their services in this cause, for the 


benefit of the cottager and the social elevation . 


of the goat. 

As the society fears it will be unable to find 
goats enough in Europe, it is understood that 
galleons are to be sent out by a leading comic 
paper to this country. Certainly Hunter’s 
Point, East New York, Hoboken, Jersey City 
Heights, Harlem, and the bog-trotters’ paradise 
at the foot of Forty-second Street, would be 
able to furnish many ship-loads; and there is 
no doubt but that the second-rate goat-centres, 
such as Paterson, Hohokus and Staten Island, 
could and would furnish a sufficient number of 
these aromatic quadrupeds to make the British 
society happy. 

Upon hearing of the movement, and ascer- 
taining the name of its apostle, the goat editor 
of Puck cabled to the latter to get at the facts 
and history of the departure. Last week the 
Book of By-laws was received by him, and, 
perhaps, a better idea of the whole scheme, its 
aspects and possibilities, may be gleaned from 
a few quotations from the volume itself. 

This society is formed for the encouragement 
and dissemination of goats in Great Britain 
and Ireland. 





The necessity for its establishment must be | 


obvious to the meanest intellect. 
country is the abomination of desolation. Great 
Britain has an Oscar Wilde; but she knows not 
the goat in all his free and perfect loveliness of 
gastronomical acrobatism. And without this, 
where is her glory, where are her conquests, 
where is the splendid and ineffable grandeur 
of her perfect H-lessness? The British Goat 
Society will supply this deficiency. 

It is established on the broad-gauge princi- 
ples « f justice, equity and humanity. 

Its chief objects are to elevate to the glorious 
niche it is so eminently qualified to fill the 
billy-goat, a long-suffering, down-trodden beast 
that has never been properly defined or under- 
stood. 

All goats that pass the examining board with 
the necessary percentage of good marks shall 
be considered as under the protection and in 
the jurisdiction of the association in and for 
the County of Middlesex, known as the British 
Goat Society. 

A dietary scale shall be strictly observed. 

All goats shall be fed on a prepared food, 
like mocking-birds, This food shall be com- 
pounded by three chemists of established rep- 


A goatless | 





—- 


utations, Dulce est decorum est pro patria 
mori, and don’t you forget it. 

During Lent all goats—including honorary 
members—shall be forbidden broken bottles, 
and, on regular ember days, both broken bot- 
tles and dessicated boot-heels. 

The following is a standard ménu, from which 
deviations will be allowed with the sanction of 
his grace, the president, with the advice of the 
executive council: 


MENU. 


Huitres.—Boot-Heels on the Deep. 

Soup.—Po ‘tage a /a circus postaire. 
Fish.—Sardine Box au naturel. 
Entrée.—Garden-Hose a /a Bergen. 
Roti.—Hoopskirts a /a J. Davis. 
Legumes.—Tomato-Cans, Rubber-Boots, Old Hats. 
Dessert.—Peacock Feathers and Ulster Buckles. 
Café.—Stove-Pipe a /a Rust. 








NEW TAILORING NEEDED. 
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UNCLE SAM (knocking at the door):—TUEY REALLY | 
MUST GIVE ME SOMETHING MORE LIBERAL. ‘THIS OLD ‘ 
SUIT JIS TUQ NARROW. T’VE OUTGROWN IT LONG AGvU. 








THE RED, RED HAT. 


Scotched Only—Not Shot and Killed Outright. 








O gin my love wore a red hat— 
One such as on the streets ye con: 
And but to see nae more than that— 
My bonnie lass wi’ bonnet on. 


O then beyond expression blest 
Wa’ she, the belle of a’ the town: 
Perched high, upon her head to rest, 
The hat, with streamers hanging down. 


O were that hat some sunflow’r fair, 
Wi’ garish crown on stalk so slim; 

And I a goose to shelter there, 
Beneath the shadow of its brim! 


Ilow I wud mourn when it was smashed 
By sad mischance or passer rude: 
But I wud sing, in discords clashed, 
When millinery its shape renewed. 
RETTOP. 








“WHAT IS THAT ??”’ 
** What is that, mother?” ‘« That is mustard, my lad; 
There is some of it good, but more of it bad; 
The good is made mostly from flour of wheat, 
With a little real mustard to give it the heat; 
But the bad is so bad, that here I must stick, 
But I know that it’s yellow with tyrmeric.” 


for 1882. 


_ of the tide of fashion. 
| young ladies of New York have taken to wear- 


| a New Haven girl. 





E. LAWSON FENERTY. 





Purksyings, 


THE LATEsT in poker-playing is that the man 
on the left of the dealer holds the Susan B, 
Anthony. 





ELEMENTARY QUESTION FOR BEGINNERS IN 
FRENCH—“ Has the deau “/emps anything to do 
with the bell wether ?”’ 





SOME MEN will regret that their stomachs 
cannot be enlarged in proportion to the greater 
quantity of whiskey that will be given for fif- 
teen cents when the tax is taken off. 





Mr. Mayor Low, of Brooklyn, having re- 
cently purchased two large and reliable bull- 
dogs, is now fully prepared for the reception of 
officially-inclined visitors, on Mondays, at 3 
P. M. 





Mr. R. B, HAyEs asserts that he paid for Mr. 
Evarts’s dinner, wine included, at the White 


| House, Perhaps this was one of the provisions 


of the contract made when Mr. Evarts under- 
took to Secretary-of-State for Mr. Hayes. 





A MAN was recently shot at out West by a 
highwayman. ‘The bullet would have gone 
through his heart, had it not been turned off its 
deathly course by a book which, upon examin- 
ation, proved to be a copy of Puck’s ANNUAL 





CarpINAL McCLoskey, old as he is, and 
honored as he has been, ought to experience a 
certain glow of personal pride at the turning 
Nearly all the prettiest 


ing his colors, 





EVERYTHING Is agin ould Ireland. ‘The iron 
ram, that terrific engine of war that was to 


_ crush the British navy to a jelly, has come most 


humilhatingly to grief. A canal boat did it, 
and Erin’s Fenian hope lies beneath the dark, 
icy waters of the North River. 





PROFESSOR WILLIAMS, of Yale, who lived 
forty years in China, discredits the report about 
the beheading of a returned Chinese student at 
Hong Kong for the crime of wishing to marry 
If he is not beheaded, he 
probably wishes he were by this time. 





EX-POLICEMAN BERNARD FITZPATRICK was 
recently indicted for murder in the first de- 
gree for killing Policeman Thomas J. Norton. 
Bernard Fitzpatrick was not wise. He should 
have displayed forethought and kept on the 
force; then he might have gratified his erratic 


| and sporting tastes with impunity. 





WE are glad to learn that Messrs. William 
Quinn and Thomas S. Preston have been ap- 
pointed domestic prelates of the Papal house- 
hold. We trust that these reverend gentlemen 
will comb the Papal poodles in an efficient 
manner, and will pipe all hands to prayer ac- 
cording to the winter time-table arrangements. 





WHEN ‘THE circus acrobat falls off his horse, 
no one complains; when a tailor makes a suit 
of clothes that doesn’t fit, the customer doesn’t 
howl; when a plumber fixes your pipe to burst 
before he is off the block, nothing is thought of 
it. But it is not so with the funny man—he is 
expected to be funny on all occasions, and at a 
moment’s notice. Let him fall off the horse 
once, or make the coat too full in the back, or 
fix the pipes so that they won’t outlive the house, 
and he is lost forever and ever, and only re- 
garded as a fit candidate for the lunatic asylum. 
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FUCK. 





OUTSIDE. 





Great golden spectre of the dusky gloom, 

Stab the deep dark with thy gay flambeau’s wing; 
Dally without her window-ledge, and bring 

Me soft, electric news from Maudie’s room. 

Oh, come, sweet moon! Oh, come, ere thou consume 
This brief, sole time before her lamp dies down: 
Look in and see her fling the wealthy crown 

Of her long hair till earth is one fair bloom 
Of yellow, wrinkled tress. Oh! see how white 

The dimpled shine upon her curving breast; 

Oh! count her respiration’s fall and flight, 
And kiss her once for each impatient rest. 
* * * *& & & # H KH HH HK 
While I stand here and feel exceeding blue 
With jealousy, because I am not you. 
EDWARD WICK. 








THE FUNNY TYPO. 





In his set he was considered unusually bright, 
intelligent and funny. The set was right. He 
was exceedingly bright, because he wore loud 
clothes, yellow hair, and a piqué bosom grafted 
into a dull-red flannel shirt, which he wore to 
keep off rheumatism, and show that he was an 
zsthete. He was intelligent, because he made 
the wildest kind of mistakes in setting up copy. 
All compositors make mistakes, and that is why 
they are called intelligent. ‘Their gentle inter- 
pretation of other men’s ideas have won them 
a firm foothold on a pinnacle that is as high as 
it is glorious and permanent. 

it is not absolutely necessary to give any 
samples of this man’s gravest errors to prove 
his intelligence. Yet it may not be entirely out 
of place to state that through the agency of the 
hero of this sketch one of our greatly esteemed 
contemporaries printed an article which set 
forth in most vivid colors the agonies of a 
harmless little rabbit while being swallowed by 
a huge memoranda, Many other of his Parting- 
tonian efforts won him recognition from the 
writers of the articles he had the honor to 
manipulate, 

He was also funny, as heretofore stated; and 
when he went to a type-setters’ kettledrum, he 
was hailed as the apostle of humor, and called 
upon to regale the company with something 
chaste and hilarious. 

The other evening he was out in his swallow- 
tail, posing in the most Janguorous and raptur- 
ously precious manner, when an old gentleman 
asked him if he would kindly emit something. 

“IT will give you a distich written on the 
Boston esthete.’’ 

** Let’s have it!’ 

** Rise it, Mulcahy!’ 

When these exclamations of intense joy had 
died out like a summer echo, the funny com- 
positor thrust his hand in his bosom, and mur- 
mured: 


*¢ He lies at rest upon the greensward, 
His fond soul soaring pork and beansward.” 


The applause which followed this perform” 
ance was something terrific, and the host’S 
daughter desired to know if he would be regaled 
with a glass of red lemonade. He declined the 
lemonade because its color was primary. Every- 
body kept still to glean any pearls of thought 
he might drop. In a short time he braced 
himself against an ebony book-case, and said: 

‘* Brandy-and-water may be a great straight- 
ener, but it will never straighten an old picket- 
fence or a crooked record.’’ 

“IT don’t call that much of a joke,’ said a 
small, yellow-haired man, who had been listen- 
ing with marked attention. 

‘It isn’t a joke at all,’’ responded the jester, 

“ What is it, then ?”’ 

“46. G.?" 

‘*« What’s that ?”’ 

“A golden grain!”? 

“ Does anything ever go against your golden 
grain ?”’ 





“ Never; and I don’t have to be thrashed to 
yield.” 

This caused a great laugh, and the small, 
yellow-haired man retired to a corner and kept 
very still for the rest of the evening. 

“Can you tell me,’’ asked the funny com- 
positor: ‘how the average Italian earns his 
maccaroni?”’ 

No one could guess; and the facetious typo 
replied, with unaffected grace, after looking 
over the assemblage soulfully: 

“Why, by the sweat of his hand-organ.”’ 

This seemed to take pretty well, and the 
joker proudly continued: 

‘* Are you ever detained in restaurants by 
neglectful waiters ?”’ 

“Every day of my life,’ said a pale young 
man, who looked as though he always ate pie 
for breakfast. 

The funny compositor had led him up to the 
proper point, and, turning slightly on his heel, 
remarked: 

“If you want to get your meals with great 
dispatch, tell the waiter you are in no hurry; 
that you came in more for a rest than anything 
else; that the train you are anxious to catch 
doesn’t start for three hours, and that you want 
to kill time.”’ 

‘* Can’t you give us a poem ?”’ some man be- 
hind the piano yelled. 

‘* Certainly,’’ replied the humorous typo, and, 
taking a roll of manuscript from his breast- 
pocket, he read: 


A LILYFUL LYRIC, 


** My lily love I met in May, 
Slim lilies all around her blew, 
Her slender hands were lilies, too, 
And jewels, lovelier than dew, 
Upon them twinkled night and day. 


** She seemed a lily in repose, 
A precious lily aot to die, 
But, in love’s garden, e’er to sigh 
For me alone. Just thena fly 
Lit gently on her Grecian nose. 


** We wandered down the lilied leas, 
We caroled with zsthetic sense, 
And then, with rapture most intense, 
Sat down beside a picket-fence, 

And spoke of Keats and Sophocles, 


‘¢ The bees about the lilies fair 
All buzzed a buzzful monotone; 
Ah, rapture, we were all alone, 
Enchanted, sitting on a stone, 

Though I was hungry as a bear. 


“* We left that scene of bleating flocks, 
A too, too sweet idyllic spot, 
The swallows swiftly o’er us shot, 
As entered we her humble cot 

And saw her mother darning socks. 


«« I saw her brother saw the log 
To soulful bits of kindling wood; 
But then, ah me, he never should 
Have tied that kettic strong and good 
Upon the rudder of the dog. 


«‘ The bard may live on lily-dew, 
And wander, sandal wood guitared, 
Be quite serene, and on his guard 
To sadful look—but I’m the bard 
That glories in a mutton stew. 
* 
* * 
*¢ From that sweet maid I went to Rome, 
I started with a pensive sigh, 
And now beneath the Tuscan sky, 
I’m first-class glum—you wonder why ? 
I ate them out of house and home.” 


This won him flowery wreaths of praise, and 
caused him to feel so proud that he rattled 
right on in the merriest kind of style. He must 
have said fifty funny things before the festivi- 
ties were brought to a close, and the jokes were 
all good. Every one said so, and every one 
was right; for the merry jests which fell like 
summer rain from the lips of the funny com- 
positor were not his own; they were the airy 
mots which he had put in type for the paper of 
the following week. . K. M. 








FITZNOODLE IN AMERICA. 





No. CCVII. 
-ZESTHETICS AND BEAUTY. 


Ya-as, of course I 
had to do the pwo- 
pah thing, and con- 
sent to be pwesent 
at young Mr. Wilde’s 
lectchah, and to take 
my wife and some 
of her immediate 
fwiends, 

It was given aw’ 
in a building called 
Chickerwing Hall, 
and when we ar- 
wived there the place was apparwently cwowded. 
Stwong as my objection is to the averwage dwa- 
matic performance, it is still stwongah to any- 
thing in the shape of a weading or lectchah. 
To me such arwangements are always incon- 
ceivably dwearwy, and I felt alweady quite 
wearwy when we had settled down in our spe- 
cially weserved seats. Jack Carnegie, who was 
with us, said he thought the whole business 
would be wathah a lark. 

Aftah some wude noises made by some of the 
audience—although I must wemark that it was, 
on the whole, a verwy wespectable gatherwing 
—Mr. Wilde appe-ahed at a weading desk and 
pwoceeded to wead his manuscwipt, which was 
apparwently a verwy long one. 

He looked in the dirwection in which we 
were sitting, and I nodded encourwagement to 
him, although I must say I was wathah surpwised 
at his extwaordinarwy costume. 

It was similar to what used to be court dwess; 
but, hang it, yer know, no gentleman ought to 
wear that unless he is weally going to court. 
He had on a dwess-coat, black silk stockings, 
knee-bweeches, and a double-bweasted white 
waistcoat; and I am sure, in the eyes of the 
Amerwican assemblage, which always has a 
painfully supweme aw sense of the widiculous, 
he must have pwesented a perfectly absurd fig- 
gah, what with his peculi-ah expwession, and 
his picturwesque head of hair falling down on 
his shouldahs from both sides of his cwanium, 
like the pictchahs of my ancestahs pwevious to 
the Westorwation. I closed my eyes and listened 
to Mr, Wilde’s wemarks, and when I opened 
them again I was wather surpwiséd to discovah 
that the lectchah was ovah. Mrs. Fitznoodle 
said she thought it extwemely clevah, which is 
stwange, considerwing how she is always decor- 
wating and ornamenting our house with curwi- 
ous devices. Jack said he wemembahed wead- 
ing something verwy much like it in Burke, I 
believe, which had weferwence to the Sublime 
and Beautiful, I am nevah interwested in such 
subjects philosophically aw. 








Tuis 1s the time of year when retailers pri- 
vately mark up their goods fifteen per cent, 
and then advertise ten per cent reduction on 
winter stock. 





The wild rose in the woodland burns, 
The dragon-fly darts o’er the rills; 
Upon the wind, from marble urns, 
The mignonette its fragrance spills, 
The while my idle fancy turns 
To pills. 


The above, we know, is intensely springful, 
and suggests the bleating lamb, the bursting 
pansy, the gushing rose, and the purifying sul- 
phur and molasses; but we put it in not for the 
beauty or music of these suggestions alone, but 
to be ahead of the rural bards, who will swoop 
down on us in about ten days, and put us to the 
extra expense of hiring a laborer to dispose of 
their manuscripts. 
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CRANK RETREATS. 


Perhaps no man ever found 
it more difficult to get in a 


lunatic asylum than Guiteau, YY 


and yet, under certain condi- 
tions, it is about as easy as roll- 
ing off alog. It is a privilege 
not within the reach of all 
classes, nor can every person 
qualify himself for the position. 

A very poor man and a very 
rich man have fair chances of 
getting lodgings there. The 
poor man, if he should hap- 
pen at the same time to bea 
professional murderer, and the 
rich man, if he have enough 
enterprising relatives who be- 
lieve that they can use their 
wealthy kinsman’s money to 
better advantage. 

A man who accumulates 
wealth and relations, ought to 
be exceedingly careful how he 
handles them. Above all, he 
must avoid getting the repu- 
tation of being a crank. This 
is one of the first conditions 
of eligibility for a lunatic asylum. A rich, eccen- 
tric individual, even if he is not cranky, so long 
as his friends and relatives say that he is out of 
his mind, is almost certain to end his days in 
such a place. All that is necessary is to ob- 
tain some good, strong doctor’s certificates, 
and the thing is done. There are other slight 
legal obstacles; but a well-regulated gang of 
physicians, who have made a specialty of the 
business, can soon get over these. 

It is not cheerful to think that, at this present 
moment, there may be hundreds of old and 
middle-aged gentlemen who are contemplating 
their past life in the confines of a mad-house 
cell. And they are not fit to be at large, either; 
for, although they may have been sane when 
they got there, they are very likely to be insane 
or on the verge of insanity now. This is one of 
the unpleasant features of these institutions, 

The poor professional emotional murderer 
goes to the lunatic asylum with entirely differ- 
ent feelings. He knows that his lodgings there 
will only be temporary. He knows that as soon 
as the public has forgotten all about 
it he will be free as air, and will 
soon get among his friends, and at 
liberty to put out of the world the 
first person who comes along who 
may be objectionable to him, It is 
a place of refuge for this class of 
people; for an alleged lunatic for 
whom nobody cares is in a little 
better position than a man who is 
not a lunatic, so far as freedom is 
concerned. 

If a “lunatic ’? murderer, who has 
had his neck spared by a doctor’s 
certificate of insanity, escapes from 
an indifferently guarded government 
mad-house, nobody troubles himself 
much to capture him. But the rich 
sane man, who has been pronounced 
insane for a consideration, never has 
a chance of getting away. His rela- 
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WAYS OF WILDE. 


It is not at all difficult to ac- 
count for the intensity of Oscar 
Wilde’s zxstheticism. It is a 
well-established fact that all 
Irishmen are born with a great 
amount of force. This gener- 
ally develops into genius, which 
makes them shining lights as 
wife-beaters or rioters, 

This is simply a matter of 
history, and we defy any one 
to bet on it with the slightest 
shadow of a chance of raking 
in the stakes. ‘he character- 
istics of all nations are not 
alike. ‘The swarthy Italian is 
born with a nature that en- 
ables him to earn his livelihood 
by the sale of chestnuts, The 
switch-tailed Chinaman is so 
constituted that he can live on 
rice, work for ten cents a day 
and save money. ‘The Russian 
is sO constituted that he finds 
enjoyment in eating candles, 
just as the Esquimaux does in 
the drinking of hair-oil straight. 

We might mention the peculiarities of the 
constitutions of other peoples, but it is the 
Irishman we are dealing with, 

In Oscar Wilde’s case, this natural force went 
out in the direction of poetry, and, while it 
made a first-class lily-singer of him, it has com- 
pletely unfitted him for the popular devotions 
which his illustrious countrymen perform on 
their wives with clubs, stove-lifters or anything 
they happen to get hold of. In fact, he is so 
gsthetic that there is not the slightest hope of 
his ever developing into anything like even a 
second-rate highwayman—if he does wear knee- 
breeches and rig himself up like the late D. 
‘Turpin. 

The philosophy of this view is materially 
strengthened when we consider that no Irish 
poets have been hung--except one out West; 
but he wrote one-rhymed quatrains and sonnets 
in the English form, which doesn’t count. We 
are happy to take this view of the poetic situ- 
ation, as we are poets ourselves, 

We think Mr. Wilde would make as good a 
husband as ourselves if he only had a 
chance, and we advise all his fair 
worshipers to endeavor to capture 
so tempting a prize. He might marry 
them all and take them to Utah, 
and leave the wise, sensible crea- 
tures right in the city, so that long- 
headed, earnest individuals like our- 
selves might risk matrimony without 
a fair prospect of getting more than 
we bargain for. 


PEOPLE WHO don’t suffer in the 
long run—Theatrical manageis. 

THERE IS an esthetic railroad 
running out of Boston that calls its 


time-card a “chronological table.’ 


THE Fall Mall Gazette does not 


tives take pretty good care of him, The Only Ones Really Benefited by the Present Insanity Laws. appear to think Mr. Mark ‘I'wain 


as he could make it extremely un- 


comfortable for them, if he could get anybody to believe that his upper 


story was in perfect condition. 
* 


4 : , * ‘ 
We engaged a first-class lunatic to write an article to these pictures, 
We requested him to make it as funny as possible. 





But after reading 


quite the equal of Rabelais. Neither 


was Rabelais, in all probability, in some respects, quite the equal of 
Mark Twain. The P. MZ. G. should remember that in this country, at 
least, all men are equally free and freely equal. 





‘THE STEAMERS from Amsterdam are bringing over hundreds of 


over the article several times, we fail to see the flights of fancy, the airy | barrels of Dutch sauerkraut. It is an exhilarating sight to witness 
wit, the rosy conceits, the balmy melody that we naturally expect from | scions of noble houses of New York Knickerbockers waiting for the 
a professional comic crank. Perhaps our readers may be more success- | arrival of the vessels to obtain a supply of their favorite delicacy. And 
ful in detecting these things. If not, they are at liberty to place their | it is not surprising when we remember that their ancestors were en- 


own interpretation on our artist’s-efforts on lunacy. 


' gaged almost solely in the cultivation of the festive cabbage. 
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THE PHILISTINES TO OSCAR. 


Philistines we, and earth-worms every one, 

And yet we would be glad at thine advent 

And bid thee welcome, had we but the call 

Upon the racket upon which thou'rt bent— 

And stake our shekels all on the event. 

But, as the game now stands, we can but say 

We're glad thou’rt here, and hope thou meanst to stay 
And teach us to be utter. Will it pay? 

We're shouting, Oscar, will the business pay? 











AN AWFUL RIDE. 





“Tam working on the corner of Chambers 
and Church Streets,’’ said a clerk to an ac- 
quaintance the other day as they were crossing 
the river. 

‘That is quite a good location,’’ replied his 
companion: ‘‘and I presume you are entitled 
to my heartiest congratulations just the same 
as though you were putting in your time on 
Vesey Street, between Washington and Green- 
wich, or on Greenwich, between Fulton and 
Dey, or on Dey between Broadway and Church, 
or on Church opposite old Trinity. Is there 
anything romantic, agnostic, therapeutic, chro- 


mocaustic or heavenly about the corner of | 


Church and Chambers Streets, that you should 
hurl it off at me like the climax of a Presi- 
dential message ?”” 

“JI simply said I was working there, when 
you interrupted me by breaking in with a lot 
of irrelevant nonsense. Now I will tell my 
story. I have a great many friends up-town—”’ 

‘That 1 am very happy to hear; and < only 





trust you have friends on Staten Island, in 

Brooklyn, Hunter’s Point, Rockville Centre, 

Long Island, as well as on all stations on the | 
Erie Railroad. If you have, you are indeed | 
wealthy. We all fancy we have many friends; | 
but when the test comes, we find they are only | 
acquaintances.” \ 


* 

‘As I started to remark, and would have re- 
marked if you had given mea chance, I was 
going up-town to call ona friend. I wanted 
to get on the West side, and desired to take an 
Eighth Avenue car, as it was muddy, and I 
didn’t particularly hanker after a pedestrian 
tour from the ‘L’ road over. I didn’t know. 
how to find an Eighth Avenue car without 
sending out a detective, or offering a reward. 
There is always a delightful mystery shrouding 
all car lines west of Sixth Avenue, but I don’t 
know why. Strange as it may seem, the first 
man I asked told me my car started from the 
corner of Vesey Street and Broadway. Now, 
I’m on the corner of Chambers and Church.”’ 

‘‘T know you are, perfectly well. There are 
many important things that I know not of, and I 
don’t fly to them; but, I can assure you, your 
whereabouts is not a part of my vaunted ig- 
norance. But I should like to know the exact 
corner.” 

“‘ The S., E.” 

“Thank you; I feel greatly relieved.’’ 

‘* Well, as soon as the man told me where to 
get the car, I started out. It was a good long 
way to travel in the mud. When I got to 
Broadway, a wagon splashed a lot of water on 
my shoes, and I had to hunt up a bootblack 
and get them polished. ‘Then I crossed the 
street, and, in running to get out of the way of 
a stage, I stepped into a pool of water half a 
foot deep, and got splashed to the waist. Went 
into a barber-shop and got brushed off, and 
made a fresh start for the car. Got there out 
of breath, just in time to see the car two blocks 
off, turning a corner. Had to wait ten minutes 
for another. As soon as it arrived, a man 
whom I didn’t wish to meet got in, and I had 
to wait ten minutes more. You see, we had a 
little financial amenity a few days before; I Jent 
him ten dollars, and I thought if I joined him 
in the car he might imagine I was on his trail, 
like an Indian, When I finally got seated in 
the car I was happy. We had not gone more 
than a block before a peddler, with about fifty 
tin vessels on his back, got aboard; and, when 
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PUCK.—‘‘Can You Get PEopite Out SAFELY IN CASE OF FIRE?” ‘ : : 
MANAGER.—* HAVEN'T HAD TIME TO THINK OF THAT; GETTING ’EM IN IS WHAT INTERESTS Me!” | walls of our most aristocratic mansions, 








he gave his first lurch, he turned half way round 
on his heel and fanned my hat off with the 
spout of a watering-pot, and struck the con- 
ductor on the head with a sauce-pan. On the 
next block’ another tin peddler got on, and it 
began to look like a strange coincidence. ‘The 
two rattled against each other with great regu- 
larity, and exchanged glances of professional 
hatred. I went out on the front platform to 
escape with my life. I hadn’t been out there 
very long before the horse kicked suffici: nt 
mud on me to secure another barber temporary 
employment at the end of the ride. 

“ At this instant another tin peddler boarded 
the vehicle and stood beside me, while the 
people inside exchanged glances which showed 
they considered it more than a coincidence— 
they seemed superstitious and frightened. After 
I had been whacked by tin until it became 
monotonous, and I felt as though I’d like to be 
whacked with a different kind of metal for the 
sake of novelty, a great wagon broke down 
and emptied a safe on the track. It was now 
almost five, and I was due at my friend’s at 
four. The safe was so successfully surrounded 
inside of two minutes, that it seemed as though 
it was full of gold and every man was a 
bank director. It must have taken fully half- 
an-hour to remove it, and the car again got 
under way, and went sailing along like a pleas- 
ure-yacht over a tranquil lake, when another 
tin peddier jumped aboard. The four had 
utensils enough among them for a Mormon tin 
wedding. ‘There didn’t seem to be anything 
in the car but tin, and every time the con- 
ductor had to pass through to collect a fare, he 
would be sure to run into a kettle and throw a 
peddler off his balance, and send him sprawl- 
ing on his wares. I felt like getting on the 
roof to escape. 

“Then the car ran off the track, and the jolt 
threw a fat woman against one peddler, who 
immediately fell against the other, and they 
all went down together, the two peddlers look- 
ing as though they would like to go out on the 
platforms and upset their contemporaries. I 
got out, and helped put the car on the track - 
to save time, and split a new pair of kid gloves 
by the operation. 

“Then the car got going like clock-work; 
the peddlers got off, and everything went as 
smooth and beautiful as the story of a manager, 
in which he tells how much money his theatre 
is making. On, on we went, and I began to 
feel as happy as a lark, when what do you sup- 


pose happened ?”’ 


‘¢ Another tin peddler got on?”’ 

‘No, sir.’ 

‘* Horse fell down and broke his back ?”’ 

‘© Not at all; all our trouble was over.’’ 

“Then I give it up.’ 

“* Well, I’ll tell you; that car went right past 
my place of business, at the corner of Chambers 
and Church Streets, like a bird; so many cars 
turn that corner that I never noticed which 
particular ones do. Just think what trouble 
and time I might have saved if I had only 
known enough to get on at the door. Why, | 
might have had the car come almost into the 
store for me if I had been sharper. Mad? 
Well, I can tell you | jumped so hard that no- 
thing short of a four-ton safe could have held 
me down.”’ 

And he turned around and looked over the 
railing and down at the water, as blue as a sum- 
mer sky, and as speechless as the average man 
when his wife plucks from his sleeve a strand of 
hair that does not correspond with her own. 








ANOTHER MYSTERIOUS CHARACTER—Who is 
‘“‘ Bill Posters??? and why should he “ be- 
ware?’ are just the questions we should like 


to ask of the legends displayed on the dead- 
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V. HUGO DUSENBURY. 





HIS PATENT ADJUSTABLE ODE. 


HARLEM, January 12th, 1882. 


Eprror Puck.—DEar Sir: 

Personal considerations are nothing to a thorough pro- 
fessional poet. Wilde has not done the square thing by 
me as his partner; but he is the sensation of the hour, 
and I freely recognize the fact that, for business reasons, 
he must be properly noticed. 

It is also clear to me that this duty should not be left 
to casual amateur poets; it isa job for the old reliable 
Dusenbury. 

I therefore inclose you an Ode to Oscar Wilde as the 
Apostle of Knee-breeches. If you don’t want it, keep it 
on the file, and I will insert it in your paper as an ad. 
when my lecture-tour begins. I am going on the plat- 
form in tights and a jersey, ‘*Olivette”’ costume, an ar- 
rangement which I think will knock spots out of Wilde’s 
evening dress bicycle suit. The Ode will do just as well 
for me, with some trifling alterations: 


ODE 
To Mr. Oscar FLAHERTY WILDE, 
On HIS APPEARANCE 
AS THE APOSTLE OF THE KNEE-BREECHED CULT. 





Hail to thee, latest child of Erin’s Muse! 

Gay twanger of the lute from Murrion Square, 
Dublin! 

We bow before thy ribboned shoes, 

Thy breeches and thy gaudy leonine hair. 
Lo! thou art beautiful—thou art beauty’s self, 
Thou quite consummate subject of the Guelph! 
Thou art all beautiful—all, all, all but— 

Thus coming to drag us from convention's rut. 
Thy height, 
Thy weskit white, 
Are quite. 
The very bow-knot on thy low-cut shoe 
Is too. : 
And on thy shiet-front broad thy single stud 
Glamours and gleams, a purely precious bud. 
Analysis pales, Imagination begs 
Off from description of thy utter legs. 
But mostly we, here prostrate at thy feet, 
Would greet, 
With great glad sobbing, and with soulful sighs, 
Thy thighs— 
Robed in black broadcloth, mystic, wonderful, 
Grand and appalling to the mind of man, 
As limbs of Jove that from the edge hang down 
Of high Olympus’ crown, 
Where lies the god, serene and thunderful, 
Outstretched upon his nubilous divan. 


O thou who for pure Medizvalism 
Bravest our climate’s cruel rheumatism, 
We hail thee! Thou art very lilyful, 
And yearnful, for a true Johannes Bull, 
Yet, fitted to command, 
With poppies in thy hand, 
Thou comest to this land of base-born trade, 
Of recent riches, 
To tell us how thy poesy is made, 
And comest with legs soulfully arrayed 
In breeches. 


O flower of poesy! thou art very great, 
And very tender, and most fleshly fair; 
And consummate; 
But, oh! to the knee-breeches thou dost wear 
Our hearts go out with yearning of desire, 
Our souls are lit with fire, 
With fire as fire of flame. 
Oh, think not, Oscar, we are making game 
Of thee, whom Fame already calls 
The priest, the prophet and the seer of smalls! 
Oh, Oscar, are they cold? 
Or does an ulsterette thy legs enfold! 
Or, when the earth from day to darkness spins, 
Dost thou enwrap thy sweet supremest shins 
In a chest protector, like to armored greaves, 
Bound as a gleaner bindeth up his sheaves? 





How dost thou keep them up? 
It is the stockings we refer to, Oscar— 
Do they go back on thee upon the stage, 
Or make thee ignominious in the hoss-car? 
Oh, it would brim Affliction’s bitter cup, 
And fill thy soul with unesthetic rage, 
To have them slip, O martyr of all martyrs! 
Dost thou wear garters? 
Do the three buttons or the buckle bear them? 


Tell us, sweet stranger; we should like to wear them. | 


O singer of the honeysuckles, 
Hast thou a real confidence in buckles? 
O Saint as sweet as centred e’er a triptych, 

Are thy surcingles knit? 

Or do they fit 
With wiry neatness, duplex and elliptic? 

Dost thou a sorter 

Affect the patent stocking-strap supporter? 
And whereunto, O prophet, dost thou hitch it? 
Tell us the garment—Fame herself shall niche it. 


Do the Philistines jeer ? 

And dost thou “ keer”? 

Oh, carest thou one continental lily, 

Though all the world asserts the style is silly? 


It is not, Oscar, poet of pain and passion. 
Just wait and see— 
Those breeches to the knee 
Have taken the fancy of our gilded youth, 
And, willow, willow waly, eke, good sooth, 
Here is a fact that we will bet our cash on, 
They will soon be the too consummate fashion. 





That is a real old-fashioned ode, built up from the 
ground. And if it won’t do for Wilde, just wait and see 
how I will adapt it to my lecture-tour, when I ring in the 
tights and the jersey on the great American populace. 

Yours in the Muse, 
V. Huco Dusensury, 
Professional Poet. 








Answers foy the Auvious, 


a@ We cannot undertake to return Rejected Com- 
a@ munications. We cannot undertake to send 
a= postal cards to inquiring contributors. We 
a@ cannot undertake to pay attention to stamps 
a@ or stampedenvelopes. We cannot undertake 
a&@ to say this more than one hundred and fifty 
a@ times more. 


HASELTINE.—Go to see her in Oscar Wilde breeches 
and silk stockings, and get evicted. 

FOLINSBEE-FOLLICLE.—I,—Yes, Robert J. Burdette 
is a great humorist. II.—Yes, one of his greatest hu- 
morous effects is staying away from his friends when he 
happens to be in their neighborhood. III.—No, the 
friends don’t like it. IV.—Yes, they kick like the fabled 
steer. V.—No, we don’t know why. 

S. J. FoLtcarty.—Your statement that on the fifteenth 
of December you sent us an article entitled «A Picnic 
in Mackerelville ” is probably one of those grand truths 
which all the sophistries of the rhetoricians are powerless 
to upset. Your further allegation that you have never 
heard from that MS. isa verity which we will bet on, 
largely and freely. If you will cast your lordly eye over 
the notice that from time to time ornaments the top of 
this column, you will probably be able to gather from it 
that you send your stuff here at your own risk, and that 
the only man to whom we are responsible is the old- 
paper man, to whom we have contracted to deliver seven- 
teen tonsa month. /e is all right, we have no doubt, 
so far as your little contribution is concerned. 


B. OUNDLEss.—You are ourman. We want to have 
you call at the office. We have a gilt crown, with spikes 
on the inside, waiting for you. You are undoubtedly the 
champion idiot of creation. If you will manage to drop 
in during business-hours, we will see to it that your coro- 
nation is attended with all appropriate ceremonies. We 
will try to include a funeral in the ceremonies, and we 
would very much like to get your measure. ‘The office 
undertaker generally makes a pretty close fit. Let us see 
you, young man. We do not want to see you for a long 
time. You need not absent yourself from felicity for 
more than ten minutes, at the longest. And when you 
have gone to present your certificate for one golden harp 
and a pair of wings, we will engrave on your tombstone 
as much of your poem as we think a suffering world will 
stand—about this much: 

The cows walk around, 

Upon the ground, They only wink, 

With looks profound. And don’t think. 

They hear the crows caw, 
They hear the jack-daw, 
But they let that pass, 
While the emerald grass 
They chaw— 





They never stop to drink, 








AMUSEMENTS. 





** Squatter Sovereignty” is the reigning attraction at 


Harrigan & Hart’s THEATRE COMIQUE, and it has set 
in for a pretty long reign. 

«« Tourists in the Pullman Car,” at HAVERLY’s Four- 
TEENTH STREET THEATRE, which gives us a taste of 
opera, comedy, burlesque and dancing, all most accepta- 
| ble of their kind, 

We don’t know what arrangements the STANDARD 
THEATRE has made with Mr. Oscar Wilde, but certain it 
is that ‘* Patience” has boomed more than ever since the 
| Apostle of A‘stheticism has been hovering about. 
| Due notice is to be given of the first appearance of 
entirely new European attractions at Koster & BIAL’s 
ConcerRT HALL. Mlle. Juliette Laurence and the Rainer 
Family are present there, having it all their own way. 

«¢ Olivette ” has wonderful staying powers, and at pres- 
ent it is staying at HAVERLY’s FirrH AVENUE THEATRE, 
with Catherine Lewis, John Howson and all the rest of 
them that bear allegiance to the Comley-Barton Com- 


ny. 

«* The World” is a realistically sensational and active 
spectacular drama. This is the opinion of those who 
flock to drink in its precious points and beauties at Hav- 
ERLY’s BROOKLYN ‘THEATRE, and our opinion quite co- 
incides with theirs, 

«« The Passing Regiment,” at DALy’s, has nearly passed 
its hundredth performance with columns unbroken, fixed 
bayonets, colors flying and nobody hors de combat. It 
is, we understand, under marching orders for a provincial 
campaign, to make way for Sardou’s latest—** Odette.” 

We threatened last week to deliver a lecture in the 
columns of Puck on Mr. Oscar Wilde. We have, how- 
ever, given the contract to the Honorable F. Fitznoodle 
and Mr. Victor Hugo Dusenbury, who hold forth in a 
manner we hope to the satisfaction of the great American 
public. 

There is no change of bill at WALLACK’s. ‘The 
School for Scandal” is still running. ‘The Money 
Spinner,” a new and original comedy-drama by Mr. A. 
W. Pinero, which is reported to have been a success in 
London, is announced to succeed it. 

** Esmeralda” is advertised as the successor and rival 
of ** Hazel Kirke” at the MADISON SQUARE THEATRE. 
It is the successor, but we doubt about its being a rival, 
as it is entirely on the “Hazel Kirke” plane. It will 
probably hold out comfortably until the next presidential 
election. 

A popular ballad concert took place last Sunday even- 
ing at THE CasiINo, Solos, glees, part-songs, madrigals, 
sacred and instrumental selections were profusely inter- 
preted by Hague’s British Opera Company, otherwise 
British Operatic Minstrels, who give entertainments on 
secular nights also. 

Last night the illustrious Italian tragedian, Rossi, proved 
his claims to the title by appearing at the ACADEMY OF 
Music as that scurvily-treated potentate, Aimg Lear. 
This evening, for the first time in New York, Signor Rossi 
will give an account of himself in «« Edmund Kean.” It 
is a brilliant, emotional and sensational play, and is likely 
to take the town by storm. Mr. J. St. Maur is, as usual, 
the highly efficient business engineer of the engagement. 

The beauteous Mary Anderson is at BooTH’s THEA- 
TRE, and she appeared on Saturday night last as Berthe, 
in “* The Daughter of Roland,” which is a beautiful tale 
of the chivalric days of Charlemagne, written by Count 
Henri de Bournier, and played two consecutive seasons at 
the Theatre Frangais. To-night, Thursday and Friday, 
** Love” is to be played. Saturday matinée, ‘ Pygma- 
lion and Galatea,” and Saturday evening, ‘* Romeo and 
Juliet.” 

At Abbey’s PARK THEATRE, the zsthetic-loving portion 
of the populace are being regaled with ‘‘ The Colonel,” 
in which Mr. Lester Wallack appears with the English- 
Bayley Company. The first performance took place on 
Monday evening, and we shall, in the near future, give a 
full, true and particular account thereof. People must 
not imagine that ‘*The Colonel” is a funereal drama, 
although it is by the editor of our gloomful British con- 
temporary, Punch; for Mr. F.C. Burnand has been guilty 


of some shining works. 








The year 1882 has come, and with it the Star A/manac, 
compiled expressly for the New York Sar. It is a 
bright, glowing and useful publication, containing, as it 
does, almost everything that one wants to know, and 
nothing that one does not want to know. It is given 
away for ten cents a copy. 

Thomas A. Lyle’s ‘* Bookkeeper’s Companion” is a 
chart which shows at a glance the whole general princi- 
ple of bookkeeping. It gives itemized directions for the 
proper disposa} of any class of accounts, and the correct 
way of keeping books. J. G. Beidleman, 2028 Fairmount 
Avenue, Philadelphia, is the publisher. We would 
strongly recommend this work to all bank cashiers and 
presidents who contemplate defaulting. It will, at least, 
show their claim to be considered accountants, and that 
they knew how to arrange their business. 
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CURRENT COMMENTS. 


A DEAD FAILURE. 


Moody is feeling very moody, and 
Sankey a trifle less sankeymonious than 
usual, over the dead failure of their re- 
ligio-minstrel combination in England. 
But it serves them right. Sensation 
managers who are not content to let 
hell enough alone, have no right to 
complain when they put their foot in it 
once too often. England merits just 
such punishment, no doubt, but merit 
in this case does not appear to have re- 
sulted in reward to Messrs. M. & S. 
Suppose they try some other field of 
venture—the Cannibal Islands, for in- 
stance, where missionaries of every sort, 
if not too old and tough, are sure to 
meet with the warmest welcome that a 
vigorous appetite and roasting fire can 
possibly accord to such distinguished 
and ‘so much sought for visitors. By so 
doing they might meet with a greater 
success—for the Cannibals. 





RECIPE FOR WESTERN HUMOR. 
‘Take: 

One Mule, 

One Goat, 

One “ Purp,”’ 

One Tom-cat, 

One “ Cayote,”’ 

One Mother-in-law. 

One “ Injun,” 

One “ Pious Cuss,’’ and 

One Jersey Man; 
chop as fine as time and opportunity 
permit; add about equal parts of judge, 
colonel, gambler, preacher, horse-thief, 
bigamist, deacon, burglar, road-agent, 
Sunday-school teacher, Vassar College 
girl, faro sharp, deaf old lady, country 
editor, rum-seller and son-of-a-gun-from- 
Texas; mix well together, and season 
with vulgarity, bad grammar and worse 
slang; cook rapidly, and serve red-hot 
in the favorite weekly newspaper. 





REVERSE THE ORDER, S. V. P. 


Our chronically moribund, though by 
some still alleged humorous British con- 
temporary, the London Punch, waxing 
over-complimentary in its dry old age, 
puts it thus: 

Tue UNITED STATES—ENGLAND and 
AMERICA, 


To which motion, before seconding 
the same, Puck would offer as an 
amendment, to be rigidly insisted upon, 
a square reversal of the objective points. 
“* America and England,”’’ if you please, 
Mr. Punch! Order is Heaven’s first 


law, and in the higher mathematics of | 


nations the greater hot only includes, 


but, of necessity, precedes the less, | 
As well might our octogenarian rado- | 
feur have said: ‘‘ We and the Lord!’ | 


The proprieties of life must and sha// be 
respected, 





TOO, TOO LITERAL, 


It seems hardly credible that a deli- | 


cate, weak woman should be able to 
lift an entire shop, particularly so large 
a shop as Macy’s; and yet we are con- 
stantly reading in the newspapers of 
female shop-lifters trying to raise almost 
the entire block in Sixth Avenue, 
between Thirteenth and Fourteenth 
Streets, There must be giantesses in 


our days rather overlaying the giants | 


of old. 








AFFECTION’S GIFT. 


SSH 





GrorGe’s DeaR LITTLE WiFE Gives HIM A SMOKING-JACKET ON 


His BIRTHDAY. 








A STALWART COMBINATION. 


| 





ln Fourteen Easy Letters. 





RoscoEr |} ONKLING. 

BENJAMIN | | BREWSTER. 

CHARL tr} s J. Foicer. 

ULyssEs w| GRANT. 

FREDERICK | FRELINGHUYSEN. 

Don Cam tr]] RON. 

A. B. Co | NELL. 

Joun >| Locan. 

Tuos. C. ‘>| CTON. 

Geo. M. 53| OBESON. 
“ME |] 00.” 

Tim. O. —L| OWE. 

Tom M. CG | RPHY. 

H. S. Sa | GENT. 











THE LITTLE DARLING. 











FonD MOTHER:—“ HE’s MAT MIT YOU; BUT JOOST YOU GIF 
HIM SOME CANTY UNT SOME PENNIES, UNT HE JOOMP RAIGHT AVAY 


INTO YOUR ARMS UNT KISS you!” 


MARRIED MISERIES. 





WRITTEN EXPRESSLY FOR Puck, BY A. Lor. 





No. XX VII.—Our Tea-Fight. 

“Don’t you think,’’ said Mrs. Lot to 
me, one evening: ‘that it’s time we in- 
vited the sewing-circle to hold a meet- 
ing at our house ?”’ 

I woke up at once from the half- 
dreamy condition into which I had 
drifted under the influence of my even- 
ing cigar. 

“My dear,’ said 1: ‘“‘in the bright 
almanac of happiness there is no time 
which is marked out for sewing-circles,”’ 

“TI might have known,” said Mrs. 
Lot, a little sharply: ‘‘that you would 
give me some such answer, You are al- 
ways opposed to things in which I find 
pleasure.’’ 

“ Good gracious!’’ exclaimed I: ‘I 
thought you looked upon it as a neces- 
sary evil. If you can squeeze fun out of 
sewing -societies, have them once a 
week, or every evening, or three times 
a day. Bless you, I’m agreeable!’’ 

I looked at my better-half in aston- 
ishment. I really did not suppose that 
any human being could find pleasure in 
sewing-circles, except a few old maids 
whose tongues extend further down their 
throats than the tongues of the average 
individual; and yet here was the wife 
ofmy bosom admitting that she expected 
pleasure from such a gathering. 

I certainly was quite willing that she 
should get her fun in that way, if she 
could, and so we arranged to hold a 
meeting of thesewing-circle at our house. 

Mrs, Lot was entirely unfamiliar with 
that kind of dissipation. I, on the other 
hand, understood it thoroughly. When 
I was young we called the performances 
tea-fights. All persons who have lived 
in the country know how such things 
are organized. Several very charitable 
ladies, who are awfully sorry for some 
afflicted person, but not sorry enough to 
put their hands in their pockets, get all 
the old maids and a few of the matrons 
together, on the pretense that shirts 
| Should be made for the poor unclad 
| African children, or undergarments for 
| the dark but lovely damsels who inhabit 

Patagonia. No person with a heart in 
| his bosom can object to such praise- 
| worthy efforts. The cream of the joke, 
however, is that those articles never 
can be made at the homes of the ladies, 
each sewing alone; but a circle must 
be made up, which must once each 
week be rolled into some one’s house, 
where all the members of the circle can 
be fed. 

The circle having been organized, 
the members meet in the afternoon once 
each week, put on their thimbles, thread 
their needles, and fall to discussions of 
people and things generally. Any person 
who is not present, and yet escapes due 
attention, may consider himself or her- 
self uncommonly lucky. At twilight the 
workers fold away their work, take a reef 
in their tongues, and wish it was supper- 
time. Soon the male members (not too 
numerous, and all either too young or 
too old for flirting purposes,) drop in, 
the supper-bell rings, and, with gaping 
mouths and empty stomachs, the mem- 
bers of the sewing-circle hurry into the 
dining-room. When supper is ended, 








they return to the parlor, and there they 
tell conundrums or rehearse bits of gos- 
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sip until everybody wishes that everybody else 
had stayed at home. 

The sewing-circle connected with the church 
which we attended had been organized for a 
novel purpose. One pure and modest lady, 
who never would have made her fortune in the 
Lady Godiva business, happened to read ina 
daily paper that, at Tahiti, the young men go 
in swimming with the young women, clad, so 
to speak, that is to say—well, not to put too 
fine a point on it—resembling with great exact- 
ness, in their attire, Adam and Eve, before 
that distinguished couple chewed on their re- 
markable apple. Without reflecting that the 
daily paper probably lied, this lady’s moral 
nature was inexpressibly shocked. She called 
together a number of the sisters, and recounted 
to them the aforesaid horrible tale. 

“ How dreadful,’ exclaimed she: “ it is that 
maidens should be compelled to either go dirty 
or indulge in such bathing! How they must 
blush!” 

“ They can’t,’’ remarked one of those matter 
of-fact people who take a delight in overthrow- 
ing every romantic theory: ‘‘ they’re black!’ 

‘« | suppose black people can blush,’’ said the 
moral lady. 

“Ifthey can, it’s wasted, then,’’ said matter- 
of-fact: ‘“ for no one can find it out.” 

Well, a great discussion arose as to the best 
course to be pursued under the circumstances. 
Some were in favor of building a bath for the 
female Tahitians, and others thought a supply 
of house bathing-tubs should be sent to them; 
but finally they all concluded to form a sewing- 
society for the purpose of preparing bathing- 
dresses for the maidens of Tahiti. During the 
first winter, the society finished three dresses. 
However, three dresses were too few in number 
to be sent, and so they were laid aside for the 
time being. During the following summer, 
three of the most prominent ladies of the 
church borrowed the dresses when they went to 
the seashore. ‘They very justly remarked that 
the maidens of ‘l'ahiti would enjoy the costumes 
just as much if they were second-hand as if they 
were new; and, besides, trying them in salt 
water would determine whether the goods were 
dyed with fast colors. Unfortunately, all the 
dresses were lost by the prominent ladies. How- 
ever, those ladies were very sorry—not sorry 
enough to replace the dresses, to be sure; but 
then you could scarcely expect that; and they 
were really sorry, for they said so several times. 
One of them even volunteered to pay the post- 
age on a letter, to be sent to the landlady of the 
house where she had boarded, in order to find out 
if the dress was on the landlady’s premises. ‘To 
be sure, when the landlady wrote back that she 
had the dress, and intended to keep it, in part 
payment of the value of certain furniture which 
the prominent lady’s children had broken, 
everybody supposed that the prominent lady 
would at once pay the landlady’s demand, and 
thus take the dress out of pawn. ‘The promi- 
nent lady, however, said that she would never 
pay that nasty thing’s ridiculous claim; and so 
the matter dropped. No one dared suggest 
such an idea to the prominent lady, for it was 
resolved that there must be peace in the sewing- 
circle, even if the maidens of ‘l'ahiti should be 
compelled to bathe in a nude state for several 
centuries. 

The society had made a fresh start during 
the following winter, and had prepared suff- 
cient dresses to once more provide the three 
prominent ladies with bathing costumes for 
the summer. Spring was approaching when 
Mrs. Lot invited them to our house. 

“Tt looks shabby,’”’ said Mrs. Lot: ‘‘to pro- 
vide nothing better than biscuit and tea.”’ 

“Then lay yourself out on the supper; spread 

-a feast.” 
** But the rules say you shall not.’’ 
** My dear,” responded I: “those rules were 





made by the stingy members, with the hope that 
the liberal sisters would break such ridiculous 
rules. Allow me to observe, parenthetically, 
that if you do not provide them with a good 
supper, they’ll make you the talk of the vil- 
lage.”’ 

‘¢ Are you sure of that ?”” 

“* My dear,”’ said I: “if there is one thing 
which I thoroughly understand, it’s a tea-fight.”’ 

“This is a sewing-circle,”’ said Mrs. Lot, 
with much dignity. 

**Tt’s an old rule, but a true one,”’ remarked 
I: “that 4 rose by any other name, etc.”’ 

“* Nonsense!”’ said Mrs. Lot. 

However, she took my advice, and prepared 
a feast. 

What occurred during the afternoon of course 
I don’t know, because I took particular care to be 
away from home. At the supper I was present. 
I’m sure the guests must have worked vigor- 
ously, for they had developed enormous appe- 
tites. After supper we returned to the parlor. 
There were twenty-seven women and ten—well, 
being charitably inclined, I'll call them all 
men, present. It seemed that on that evening 
the yearly business meeting was to be held. 
Such a pow-wow as ensued! Every woman had 
her peculiar views, and desired to unfold them 
to everybody, and during the whole time. 
Everybody talked and nobody listened. Finally 
the minister, shouting at the top of his voice, 
suggested that the meeting had better be car- 
ried on more orderly. He acted as chairman, 
and, after some little time, chaos began to re- 
solve itself into order. The reports—which, in 
truth, reported nothing—were read and dis- 
cussed. The discussions were real curiosities. 
In fact, it would seem that the good or bad 
qualities of a report were determined by the fit 
of the dress of the officer making the report. 
At least I judged so from several remarks which 
were made in my neighborhood. 

Finally a cantankerous old maid arose, and 
said that she hoped that none of the dresses of 
the society would be loaned during the coming 
summer. ‘Talk about the famous apple which 
raised such a disturbance among the goddesses in 
olden times! Why, that didn’t raise a row which 
could begin to compare with the circus which 
was raised in our parlor by that eminently 
proper remark of that old maid. ‘The women’s 
heads were in little heaps at once. Buzz, buzz, 
buzz went their tongues, and their glances were 
constantly turned upon the three prominent la- 
dies who had borrowed the dresses during the 
preceding summer. For a moment those three 
prominent ladies were thunderstruck; but they 
soon recovered their equilibrium. 

“*T think,’’ said one of them: “that that re- 
mark was intended as a personal insult to me.’’ 

She rose at once, took possession of her hus- 
band, and flounced out of the room and house, 
as if we were all too vile to notice. 

‘I don’t see,’’ said another of them, looking 
scornfully at the cantankerous old maid: “ why 
by-gones shouldn’t be by-gones.”’ 

She took her oldest male offspring under her 
wing and departed. 

That prominent lady who had advised them 
to write to her landlady did not even deign to 
utter a word. She rose, tilted her nose skyward 
until I thought it would upset, and sailed out 
of the room. She found her maid-servant in the 
dining-room, and she and the servant wended 
their way out of my mansion. 

Then there was a time. As far as I could 
understand the hubbub, a large majority of the 
ladies present were of the opinion that the 
three prominent ladies had acted’ exactly as 
women should act. ‘lo the male intellect, the 
suggestion of the cantankerous old maid seems 
an eminently proper one; but apparently the 
female intellect is put together in a manner 
somewhat different from the way in which the 
male mind is put up. 





The discussion became | 


hot and heavy. Unpleasant words were bandied 
about with the greatest liberality, and presently 
such exclamations as “I’m going home,” “ Pll 
leave the society at once,’’ ‘It’s perfectly 
shameful to treat members so,” etc., etc., were 
heard on every side. The meeting broke up in 
great disorder, and everybody went home mad 
at everybody else. 

I was directec by Mrs. Lot to escort three 
old maids. How to manage that job bothered 
me at first. A man can get along with two 
women by offering each of them an arm; but 
he would be a natural curiosity if he could 
manage three in that way. I concluded, finally, 
to let them walk in a row, while I marched before 
them. It was lucky I did so, for they belonged 
in rival camps, and if I had been between them, 
I fear they would have torn me to tatters. I 
really thought, at times, that they would stand 
still on the sidewalk and fight it out with their 
nails, However, by dint of much persuasion, 
and by some pulling and hauling, I managed to 
keep them apart, and to shunt them off into 
their respective homes in a sound bodily con- 
dition. 

“* Well,’ said Mrs. Lot, when I reached my 
home: ‘that’s the last sewing-circle [ll have 
in my house,’’ 

“My dear,”’ said I: “I told you to avoid tea- 
fights.”’ 








‘‘Hinboo girls,’ says an English journal, 
“are taught to think of marriage almost as soon 
as they can talk.’ Hindoo is still behind 
America in this respect. Here girls think of 
marriage almost as soon as they can talk, with- 
out any teaching. It appears to come sort o’ 
natural to ’em.—orristown Herald. 

ONE man in an “L”’ car rose proudly, and, 
with a slightly mingled accent, said, in a tone 
of charity and patronage, ‘‘ Now, miss, you 
may have a seat. I am going to get out here.”’ 
She sweetly replied, ‘‘So am I.’’—Herald P. /. 


TILDEN was elected President because he 
punished rogues of his own party as well as his 
opponents. Republicans seem to thrive on 
precisely the opposite plan. — Usfca Observer, 





Life is restless, days are fleeting, 
Children bloom, but die in teething; 
Warning take, all friends and mothers, 
Watch the precious girls and brothers; 
Read the home life of Victoria, 
Children nine, all had CAsrorta; 

Ne sleepless nights, by baby squalling, 
Like larks they rise in early morning. 





“ FICTION.” 
A Weekly Story Paper Containing Only Original Stories. 





*¢Clear, Wholesome, Pure and Clever.” 





Fiction is the first paper ever published to supply 
the American public with sound and wholesome romantic 
literature, and is something far removed from the flash 
sensationalism of the weekly story-papers, and the cheap 
sentimentality that characterizes so many of the maga 
zines. 21 numbers have been issued, and it is now an 
established popular success. It contains every week from 
five to eight stories, most of which are complete in one 
issue. Brief novelettes are also published, and at least 
one serial is always running. 

Fiction is published every Monday, and may be had 
of all newsdealers at to cents a copy, and from the 
publishers at $4 a year. Each number consists of 32 
pages, exclusive of cover, giving in one year 1,664 large 
octavo pages of solid long primer type, clear and read- 
able. All objectionable advertisements are rigorously 
excluded from its columns, and it is in every sense a 
paper for the family. 

Back numbers may always be obtained from the In- 
ternational News Company, 29 & 31 Beekman St., or 
from the publishers, 

KEPPLER & SCHWARZMANN, 
Nos. 21, 23 and 25 Warren Street, New York. 
READ’S GRAND DUCHESS COLOGNE. 
MADE OF OTTO OF ROSES AND FRENCH FLOWERS. 

Sold by all Druggists at 25 cents and $1.00 a bottle. 
Wo. H. READ, Baltimore & Light Sts., Baltimore, Md. 
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MAGICS WONDERS. — 





‘«« While in London, England, a short time ago,” said the professor, ‘¢ our Oxford 
Street waiter was made the victim of a practical joke. One morning, as this tonsorial 
artist sat reading his newspaper, he was startled by seeing a young man enter in a very 
excited manner, who, throwing, rather than seating, himself in the chair, demanded a 
shave instanter. The barber, who was a ready fellow, at once set about obeying the 
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commands of this excited and hurried guest. With a rapidity that surprised himself, 


he shaved the right side of his customer’s face, and then immediately turned to the left. 
That side he also shaved with cleanliness and dispatch; but, judge of his surprise, when 
his customer demanded to know, in tones anything but pleased, why he did not shave 
the right side. ‘The poor bewildered barber was almost certain that he had done so, 
but perceived to his surprise that the side in question was covered with jet-black hair. 
Again he shaved it, but while doiog so, to his surprise and horror, the hair was grow- 
ing on the other side. Thus it continued for an hour. While he shaved one side, he 
could actually see the hair growing on the other side. Terrified beyond expression, he 
stood motionless. Hereupon the young man leaped from the chair, and, snatching the 
razor, drew it across his throat, and fell to the floor, covered with blood. The barber 
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flew into the street, hallooing ‘ Murder!’ at the top of his voice. A crowd soon gath- 
ered, and, with the affrighted barber, beheld the supposed corpse quietly arranging his 
tie before the mirror. Turning very pleasantly, he paid the barber and departed. A 
theatrical gentleman among the lookers-on soon gave it out that it was Professor Her- 
mann, the Great American Magician. I went to my hotel, and awoke the next day to 
find myself the talk of London,” concluded the professor: ‘for it was I who did it. I 
gave the poor barber fits. Did you ever hear how I gave a friend of mine the snakes ?” 
asked the professor. . 

On receiving an answer in the negative, he said: ‘ A friend of mine, who was as 
great a drunkard as an actor, and that is saying a great deal, was one morning seen by 
me to enter a drinking saloon when he was almost on the verge of delirima-tremens; 
and, knowing his horror of ‘ snakes,’ as mania-a-fotu is vulgarly called, I resolved to 
save him. I entered just as he raised a glass of whiskey to his lips, and, rushing for- 
ward, I snatched the glass from his hands, crying at the same time: ¢ Hold, C., until I 
take this fly out.’ Pretending to take the fly out, I held upa serpent. C. cried out: 
‘ That is a snake!’ ‘Not at all,’ said I: ‘it isa simple house-fly. See, you are cov- 
ered with them,’ saying which I approached, and, from his sleeves an | hair, etc., I 
proceeded to pull snakes, protesting all the time that they were flies. < They are 
snakes!’ cried C., again: ‘That is a snake; I tell you, Hermann, they are snakes!’ 





‘Nonsense,’ said I: ‘they are but flies.’ ‘Then,’ said he: ‘I have the snakes my- 
self!’ and he rushed from the saloon. He was not seen for more than a week after; 
but when next seen he was sober, and has remained so ever since.” * Professor,” 
asked the interviewer: ‘‘ were you, who are so fond of surprising others, ever surprised 
yourself ?” ‘*Once,” was the answer, ‘and the surprise was a very agreeable one, I 








assure you. It came about in this way: I was, for years, a sufferer from cramps in my 
left side, immediately under the heart. I suffered regularly at the close of each per- 


owing to my inability to fill them, being prostrated by cramps, and being in a very 
weak condition. I entertained very serious thoughts of giving up my profession and 
spending some years in travel, and would have done so but for an attendant of mine, 
whose head I had cut cff occasionally while performing my wonderful decapitation act. 
‘The individual, to whom I complained of the pains and the cramps in my side on one 
occasion, said it was curious—that I, who could decapitate another and replace the 
head at will, ought certainly be able to cure myself. I told him how some of the best 
doctors in Europe and America had failed. He laughed at me, and said he could cure 
me in a week. That night he presented me witha bottle of St. Jacobs Oil, the Great 
German Remedy, saying that its use would produce an effect more magical than I could 
readily believe. I laughed at the idea of St. Jacobs Oil doing what had baffled the 
greatest doctors, but said that I would try it, simply to convince him that trying it would 
do no good. That night, on retiring, 1 rubbed my side with the Oil, and, sure enough, 
its good effect was instantaneous—magical, in fact; I felt relieved at once. I slept 
better that night than I had done for a long time before. Again, in the morning, I 








rubbed with the Oil, and, at the close of the afternoon performance, I noticed a great 
diminution of the cramps. Was I surprised? Well, I was very much surprised, and 
I told my attendant so. In less than a week, and before I had finished using my third 
bottle, I was entirely and permanently cured. ‘he effect of St. Jacobs Oil was, indeed, 
magical—se much so that I could scarcely believe my senses. I have never felt a cramp 
since —nor is there prophet, seer, soothsayer or magician who can perform ‘such won- 
| ders as St. Jacobs Oil.” — Cincinnati Enquirer. 


























formance, and very often was compelled to cancel engagements which I had made, 



























































THE CENUINE 


BROWN’S GINGER 


has never been sold to be 
retailed by the ounce, pint, 
uart or gallon, but always 
Gi. é., since [828,) in ONE 
SIZE OVAL BOTTLE, that 
retails at FIFTY CENTS. 


ESTABLISHED 1822. 


PHILADELPHIA. 
THE CENUINE 


BROWN’S GINGER 


is protected by STEEL EN- 
GRAVED LABEL ad 1858, 
by U. S. INT. REV. STAMP oc- 


AUBITIONAL TRADE. MARK 
adopted Ist January, 1881, in R 
White and Black, and b 
SIGNATURES, and is WRAPPED 


IN BLUE. 
ESTABLISHED 1822. 


PHILADELPHIA. 
THE CENUINE 


BROWN’S GINGER 
iS A VALUABLE REMEDY FOR 

CRAMPS AND COLICS 
STOMACH-ACHE, 
SUDDEN CHILLS, 
INDIGESTION, 
FLATULENCE, 
SLEEPLESSNESS, 


And for external use instead of 
a Mustard Plaster, applied on 
flannel and covered with Oil Silk, 
will not blister and will do good. 


FOR ALL SEASONS. TRY IT. 


PHILADELPHIA. 











Druggists and Grocers, when or- 
dering Supplies from Jobbers, 
should STATE PLAINLY 


Fred’k Brown’s Ginger,Phil’a. 











SMOKE 


Mall & SMa 


NEW YORK SEGARS. 


MADE of PURE TOBACCO. 
For Sale by all First-class Dealers. 





$72 A WEEK. $12 a day at home easily made. Costly 
Outfit free. Address Truz & Co., Augusta, Maine. 
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PLEBEIAN plant that on thy stalk dost stand, 
Fair cabbage, queen of greens, I greet 

Thee, friend of poverty’s great band 

And e’en of riches, for thou art no beet. 

No cauliflower can with thy fame compare, 
Not even spinach, when with eggs adorned, 
Toothsome thou art when chopped up short and 


fine, 
Supreme, when boiled with beef that has been 
corned. —Andrews’s American Queen, 


In an assault and battery case, at the police 
court, last week, the only witness introduced 
by either side was a colored man, and he was 
asked: 

** Did you see this affair ?’’ 

* 1 *spects I did, sah.’’ 

“Can you identify this colored woman as 
the person who struck this boy ?”’ 

** I *spects I kin, sah,’’ 

‘Well, do you identify her?” 

‘** Not exactly, sah.”’ 

“What do you mean by not exactly? Were 
n’t you there ?”’ 

‘* Yes, sah.”’ 

‘* Didn’t you see the affair ?”” 

‘“*T seed some of it.”’ 

“‘ Then you can identify her, can’t you ?”’ 

“T doan’t ’spect I could, sah; but if you’ll 
ax me if I sawa fence-board fly up in de air 
an’ come down an’ knock dat boy sebenteen 
feet by de watch, 1’!l answer straight as a string. 
I doan’t know nuffin’ ’bout identity, sah; but 
Ize dead suah dat boy fought he was hit by a 
hull Saginaw lumber-yard !’’ —Derroit Free Press. 


A RURAL subscriber wants to know if it makes 
any difference in the lastingness of fence-posts 
whether you set them “top end up’’ or the 
same way the trees grew, or “top end down.”’ 
Not a bit. A fence-post will last just as long 
set “top end up”’ or ‘‘top end down,’? In 
setting a hen, however, there is a vital import- 
ance in this distinction, which the careful 
poulterer will do wisely to observe.— Burlington 
Hawkeye. 

THERE is a fortune lying in wait for the in- 
dividual who will invent a stove from which a 
grown man can get a light without burning his 
fingers or cracking the lid.— A“antfa Constitution. 

THERE are no pumps where the cocoanut 
grows, which, perhaps, accounts for the milk in 
it.— Cincinnati Saturday Night. 


JENNINGS’S ANITARY DEPOT 


Mention this paper. 





ley = ie" Desay — OD 


Established 1838. 


PACHTMANN & MOELICH, 


Importers, Manufacturers and Dealers in 
Watches, Diamonds, Jewelry, 
Solid Silver & Piated Wares, 

363 CANAL STREET, 
Bet. S.s5th Ave. & Wooster St., New York 


Bargains in every department. 

American Watches, $7. Stem Winders, $12. 
Solid 14 k. Gold American Stem Winder, . 
Diamond Studs, $10 and upwards. Weddin 
Rings, $8and upwards. Thr ‘argestassortment 
Jewelry at lowest prices. Repairing of every de- 
scription neatly executed. Goods sent C. O. D to 
anv vart of the U.S. New Tilustrated Price List. 














Z-= Vid you ever use RICKSECKER’S SKIN SOAP ? 

it Softens and Whitens the Skin. it is made 
exclusively of Baimy Vegetable Olis, no Animal 
Fat, no Coloring Ma‘ter, no Adulterations, no 
Perfume. Keeps the hands soft and white In 
coldest weather. Large economical tablets 
25 cents each. Druggists or by mall, on re- 
celpt of ten 3c. stamps. 

HEO. RICKSECK ER, Perfumer, 
146 William St., N. Y. 








IS THE MOST WONDERFUL MUSIC-PRODUCING IN- 
STRUMENT IN THE WORLD. 


IT PLAYS EVERYTHING—SACRED, SECULAR 
AND POPULAR! 


IT IS A MARVEL OF CHEAPNBESS, AND THE KING OF 
MUSICAL INSTRUMENTS ! 








Large Pipe Organs, Pianos and Reed Orgars may all be seen 
operating mechanically as Orguirettes, Musical Cabinets, and 
Cabinettos, at the most novel and interesting music warerooms 
in the world. 


No. 831 Broadway, 


Between 12th and 13th Sts. NEW YORK. 


THE MECHANICAL ORGUINETTE Co. 


Sole Manufacturers and Patentees, a@ Send for Circular 





‘*ROUGH ON RATS.” 


The thing desired found at last. Ask druggists for Rough on 
Rats. It clears out rats, mice, roaches, flies, bed-bugs, 15c. boxes. 


BISMARCK 
flavors his Champagne with ANGostuRA Bitters, the world re- 
nowned appetizer. Have it on your table. Ask your Grocer or 
Druggist for the genuine article, manufactured by Dr. J. G. B. 
Siegert & Sons. 


HEISS’ CONCERTS, 14th ST., NEAR 6th AVE, 
EVERY AFTERNOON AND EVENING. 


CERMAN LIEDERKRANZ, 


Sth 


Masquerade Ball, 
ACADEMY OF MUSIC, 


THURSDAY, FEBRUARY 9th, 1882, 


Tickets $10, admitting gentleman and one lady (additional ladies’ 
ticket $3), can be had, by introduction, of the following gentlemen: 
HENRY HAVEMEYER, N. Y. Club, 1 West 25th Street. 
i; HONIG, 111 Broadway (Basement). 
~MIL UNGER, 50 Park Place. 
+ PAUL GOEPEL, Room s, N. Y. Staatszeitung. 
7 VON GLAHN, 36 Chambers Street. 
. VAN DER EMDE, 323 Bowery. 
LOUIS KAEMMERER, 108 Grand Street. 
ii WINDMUELLER, 100 East 14 Street. 
_ 











7 
C. F. KOCH, Corner 2oth Street and 6th Avenue. 
. F, L. HOHENTHAL, Cor. 52nd Street & 3rd Avenue. 
Boxes and Vickets of WILLIAM STEINWAY, 111 East 14th 
Street, and CONSTANTIN SCHMIDT, 33 Broad Street. 








Just Out: 


PUCK’S ANNUAL 


Price, 25 Cents. 





ORGANS . d ly $90. Pi 
BEATTY’S $125 up. , fone dw Rang Piers Bane sendy. 


Write or call on BEATT 


$1 55 A MONTH—Agents Wanted. Fast-selling 
Novelties and $2 Watches, just out. Catalogues free. 
Fe.ton Mpc, Co., 138 Fulton St., N. Y. Samples r1rc. in stamps. 


POOL and BILLIARD TABLES, 


with Patent Corded Edge Cushions, warranted superior 
to all others, end sold at low prices and on easy terms, 
Good second-hand tables always on 


WAREROOMS, 726 BROADWAY, NEW YORK, 


“JUST OUT.” 
BOOK OF INSTRUCTION 
IN THE USE OF 


INDIAN CLUBS, 
DUMB-BELLS, 


And other exercises. Also in the Games of 


QUOITS, ARCHERY, ETC. 
Fully illustrated, bound in am. ge we 
S¥. Te hevelrT OF 300 POSTAGE STAMPS 
M. BORNSTEIN, Publisher, 
{5S Ann St. New York. 


Washington, N. J. 




















E) + Genuine Chromo Cards, no two alike, 
50 with name l0c. SNOW & CO., Meriden, Conn. 



























































PUCK. 





No. 194 FIFTH AVENUE, 
Under Fifth Ave. Hotel. 
No. 212 BROADWAY, 
Corner Fulton Street. 


t=" STYLES ARE CORRECT !! 


KNOX, 


TRE BATTER’S 


WORLD RENOWNED 


ENGLISH HATS, 
“Martin’s” Umbrellas. 
“DENTS” GLOVES. 
Foreign Novelties. 


QUALITY — THE BEST !! “Gnu 


Agents for the sale of these remarkable FAV "¥"*& § can be found in every city in the U. S: 
All Hats manufactured by this house are the recognized standard of excellence throughout the world. None genuine without the trademark, 








PREFERRED BY LEADING ARTISTS. 
Salesroom: 149—155 E. 14th street, N. Y. 


Send one, two, three or five dol- 
lars for a retail box, by express, of 
the best Candies in the World, put up 
in handsome boxes. All strictly pure. 
Suitable for presents. Try it once. 

Address, 


» C.F. GUNTHER, Confectioner, 
78 Madison St., Chicago. 











CHAMPAGNE. 


THIS WINE , 
Is acknowledged by judges to be the best cuvee 
now in existence. It is selected by the Czar and is 
largely consumed by the nobility of Russia, who 
are known to be connoisseurs of champ1gne. 









BEWARE OF COUNTERFEITS. 
An excellent appetizing tonic of 
A exquisite flavor, now used over 
the whole world, cures Dyspep- 
sia, Diarrhea, Fever and Ague, 
4 and ali disorders of the Digestive 
Organs. A few drops impart a 
delicious flavor to a glass of cham- 
agne, and to all summer drinks. 
ry it, but beware of counterfeits. 
Ask your grocer or druggist for 
4 the genuine article, manufactured 
by DR. J. G. B. SIEGERT & 
SONS. 
= J.W. WUPPERMANN, 
(Successor to J. W. HANCOX), 
Sole Agent for the United States. 
51 Broadway, NEW YORK. 


A. WEIDMANN & CO., 


Sos BROADW AZ, 
Cor, Duane Street, NEW YORE. 
BRANCH: No. 244 GRAND ST., Near Bowery. 
IMPORTERS AND MANUFACTURERS OF 


TOY s, 


Masks, Gold and Silver Trimmings, Spangles and other 
Material for Costumes, Fireworks, etc. 
gs Catalogues sent on Application. “GX 


KARL HUTTER’S 
Patent Lightning 


Bottle Stoppers 


Also a Full Assortment of 
LAGER AND WEISS BEER. 
WINE AND BRANDY BOTTLES. 
Sragciat ATTENTION Parp To Orpers WITH NamMg 

Brown In Tue Botrtes. 


A Large Selection Of Bottler’s Supplies, 
KARL HUTTER, 
185 Bowery, New York. 




















THE buckwheat-cakes are blooming, love, 
The syrup waits its boom, my love, 
And the best of all cakes, when you put on the 
brakes, 
Is the cake that is known as the buck, my love. 
— Andrews’ s American Queen. 

Tuts is a mule. He may look amiable, but 
he isn’t. He differs from the condor of the 
Andes. The condor soars; the mule sours, 
That speck on the sky yonder is the man who 
attempted to climb the mule’s back by catch- 
ing hold of his tail, When he comes down, he 
will tell you that the best way to mount a mule 
is to drop on him from the limb of a tree. — 
Brooklyn Eagle. 

Jounny is the son of a clergyman, and usually 
behaves in a becoming manner; but the other 
day he forgot himself, and was rude to his 
mother. Johnny was talked to, of course. 
Among other things, said his mother: 

‘“‘ Johnny, you know that you love Jesus; he 
never said rude things to his mother.” 

“Yes, he did, mama,’’ cried Johnny: “he 
said to her once, ‘ Wist ye, woman’ !’?—Boston 
Transcript. 

THE Virginia Legislature has legalized duel- 
ling in that state. ‘This would not show a rapid 
advance in civilization, were it not for the fact 
that duelling in Virginia is less dangerous to 
human life than base-ball in Pennsylvania.— 
Norristown Herald. 

A TOLEDO musician who tried, ‘just for the 
fun of the thing,’’ to see how near he could 
bring his fingers to a revolving buzz-saw with- 
out touching it, won’t give any more lessons on 
the piano until he has a set of false fingers made. 
— Somerville Journal, 


Ar the tailors’ convention, a delegate hit the 
nail square on the head when, during a heated 
controversy between two delegates, he arose 
and said he thought the convention had met to 
discuss measures, not men.— Somerville Journal, 


THE humorist who succeeds in making a big 
hit in any one particular specialty, can never 
hope, until the generation that knows him has 
passed away forever, to be an authority upon 
the tariff.—Commercial Advertiser. 

ComPaRISON is everything. A very ordinary 
looking girl, in a railroad car filled with men, 
looks lovely.— Od City Derrick. 

MAN wants but little here below, and he gets 
it.— New Orleans Picayune. 





Mrs. Lydia E. Pinkham, 233 Western Avenue, Lynn, 
Mass., is rapidly acquiring an enviable reputation for the 
surprising cures which daily result from the use of her 
Vegetable Compound. Send to her for pamphlets. 


THE CHARITY BALL OF 1882 


Will take place at the , 


ACADEMY OF MUSIC, 
ON 
Tuesday, January Sist, 1882, 


Under the usual Management. 


Just Out: 


PUCK’S ANNUAL 


Price, 25 Cents, 











DR 


PIANOS, 


33 UNION SQUARE, N. Y. 
Shaving Made Easy! 


“VROOM & FOWLER'S” SHAVING SOAP 


gives a quick, soft, lasting lather. Sent by m il on receipt o 
twenty cents. Cc. H. Rutherford, 
For SALE EVERYWHERE. 26 Liberty St., N. Y. 


COLUMBIA BICYCLE. 


It is what every boy wants, and what every 
man ought to have. 
Send 3-cent stamp for catalogue and price- 
















AR wa list to 
ANS: THE POPE M'F'G C0., 
MWA: 575 Washington St., Boston, Mass. 





Illustrated Book. 


THE BIGGEST, THING OUT euivee 


ASON & CO., 111 Nassau St., N. Y 


30 DAYS’ TRIAL FREE 


We send free on 30 days’ trial Dr, Dye’s Electro-Vol- 
taic Belts and other Electric Appliances to those 
suffering from Nervous Debility and K:ndred Troubles. 
Also for Rheumatism, Liver and Kidney Troubles, 
and many other diseases. Speedy cures guaranteed. I!- 
lustrated Pamphlet free. Address 


VOLTAIC BELT CO., Marshall, Mich. 


BOKER'S BITTERS 


The Oldest and Best of all 
STOMACH BITTERS, 








AND AS FINE A CORDIAL AS EVER MADE. 
To be had in Quarts and Pints. 
L. FUNKE, JR., Sole Manufacturer and Proprietor. 
78 John Street, New York. 








A RARE OPPORTUNITY. 


Gentlemen wishing to be well dressed at low prices should go to 


ARNHEIM 


The Tailor, 
190 & 192 BOWERY, cor. SPRING ST., 


Overcoats of English Melton and Kersey, all shades, made to 
order, $18.00. Choice of 1,000 different styles for Pants to order, 
$4 00, and Suits, $16..00 Also, 1,000 different styles for Pants to 
order, $5.00, and Suits, $20.00. 

STORE OPEN TILL 10 P. M. 
Our only Branch in New York is 305 BROAD- 
WAY,corner Duane Street. 


















STERBROOK’S PENS 
SUPERIOR, STANDARD, RELIABLE. 





Sr 


AMERICAN 


Star Soft Capsules. 


CHEAPEST, QUICKEST, SUREST, BEST 
AND MOST RELIABLE SOFT CAPSULES. 
Genuine On y In 
Metallic Boxes, Star Stamped on Cover, with 
Blue Wrapper with Star Monogram. 

Victor E. Mauger & Petrie, 
110 Reade Street, New York. 


TAPE WORM. 


INFALLIBLY CURED with two spoons of medicine in two of 
three hours. For particulars address with stamp to 
H. EICKHORN No.6 St. Marks Place, New York. 


per day at home. Samples worth §s5 free. 
ag to $20 Address Stinsoy & Co., Portland, Maine. 
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A TURN. 
A Novel in Three Syncopes. 





SYNCOPE I. 

It was a few weeks ago. 

Julius Oglethorpe Mahuffen was gazing sadly 
into the gum-drop eyes of Alexina Marguerite 
Gilhooley, while the waters trickled harmoni- 
ously down the alley gutter and lost themselves 
in the wild wastes of Mulberry Street. 

“ Yes,” he said: “‘ angel of peace, something 
has got to be done. Your father, mercenary 
old man, will not consent to our nuptials unless 
I show up a better bank account. I will go at 
once to Philbert Ludovico McGee, my friend 
the mining-broker. He will put me on a good 
thing. I shall make a good turn and be happy.”’ 

“ Thou art right, my Julius,”” she exclaimed: 
kissing away a crumb of cheese from the north- 
east corner of his moustache: “‘fly!”’ 

Waving his hand, he sprang into his private 
Bleecker Street bobtail car, and flew. 

SYNCOPE II. 

Philbert Ludovico McGee had been a Cali- 
fornia broker. To his gilt-edged office in lower 
Broadway Julius Oglethorpe Mahuffen flew, and 
told his troubles. 

McGee reflected. 

“Thou wouldst make a raise? Buy Robin- 
son Con.”” 

“ Really ?”” 

“Yes; 1 am buying all I can get.”’ 

“Then buy me a thousand shares at six 
dollars. ‘That will catch my pile.”’ 

“Alas! I fear you will not be able to get a 
thousand for that. But I will sell it to you from 
my lot.’’, 

** You will ?”’ 

“T will.” 

“Saved! saved!” 

SYNCOPE Ill. 

A week had elapsed. 

Once more the necessities of our story trans- 
port us to the spice-laden realms of Mulberry 
Street. 

‘The Gilhooley mansion was closed. Alexina 
Marguerite had fled with Philbert Ludovico 
McGee and the 6,000 piastres, which once be- 
longed to Julius Oglethorpe Mahuffen. 

Where was he? 

Alas! He had eaten the certificates of Rob- 
inson Stock and died of the dry rot. 

Sic semper haec olim, castoria wilsonia, pulsaiilla, 
michoacan jim jammibus.—W. /. Henderson, in 
Financial and Mining News. 
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Love is said to be blind, but not so very 
blind as not to be able to see that the other 
fellow is coming around just a few nights too 
often a week. On these occasionslove can see, 
with an eight-horse-power magnifying-glass, 
through a deal-door and a flight of stone steps. 
—Andrews’s Queen. 

SERVANT-GIRLS in New York are forming a 
protective league. It is supposed their object 
is to have eight afternoons a week out, and 
twenty-four hours on Sunday, and be permitted 
to entertain their numerous male cousin in the 
parlor.— Norristown Herald. 

WE have been asked several times for our 
portrait for publication, but, so far, have evaded 
the issue. It is bad enough to look like a hat- 
rack running to a fire, without illustrating our 
sorrow in the papers.—Lavramie Boomerang. 

RICHMOND has no street-sprinklers, but de- 
pends on Providence to send a shower every 
three days to keep down the dust. She not 
only gets credit for faith, but also saves a heap 
of money.— Defrost Free Press. 

A MAssaCHUusETTs judge has decided that 
the ringing of a church-bell at five o’clock in 
the morning is a nuisance. ‘he man who has 
to ring the bell must have reached that conclu- 
sion long ago.—Norris/own Herald, 

A PROFEssOR GUNNING, up in Michigan, is 
lecturing on ‘‘ After Man, What ?”’ 


remark that it is generally the sheriff or some 
woman.— Burlington Hawkeye, 


“ WuaT regiment is that ?”? inquired a stran- | 


ger, seeing a long line of military men filing 


into the State House. ‘‘ That isnota regiment,” | 


was the reply: ‘‘that is only the Governor’s 
staff.” — Boston Transcript. 

SECRETARY Hunr has prohibited swearing in 
the navy. We trust he does not contemplate 
abridging the inestimable privilege of the Amer- 
ican citizen to swear at the navy.— Mw Haven 
Register. 





The fairest faces are sometimes marred 
by myriads of pimples, and markings of 
tetter or freckles, which are readily re- 
moved by a popular toilet dressing, 
known as Dr. Benson’s Skin Cure. Even 
scrofulous ulcers yield to it. 

Flags (of all nations), Yacht, Pilot and Commercial 
Signals, printed in brilliant colors, in sets, for Card 
and Stamp Collectors, sent on receipt of 60 cents. 


Address, C. TOLLNSR nm Av., Brooklyn, N.Y. 
Bound in Cloth and Gold, $1.00. 
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A Fort | 
Wayne editor, who has been there, rises to | 


M° CANN’S HATS 


$2.90 FOR A $5.00 SILK HAT. 
$1.75 FOR A $2.50 SOFT HAT. 
$2.40 FOR A $3.50 DERBY HAT. 


218 BOWERY. 


IMPORTANT 


A most complete and beautiful as- 
sortment of EVENING BROCADES 
and MOIRES, with SILKS and 
SATINS to match, can be found at 
H. C. F. KOCH & SON'S, and at 
prices lower than those of any other 
house. SILK and LISLE THREAD 
HOSE, in every design and color, for 
Ball and Street wear, at their USUAL 
STANDAKD of LOW PRICES. 

A line of finest FRENCH SILK 
HOSE, in every shade and in fancy 
designs, at $1.98, former price, $4 per 
pair. 

All these gocds are NEW and 
LATEST STYLES, and will well re- 
| pay even a visit of inspection. 

H.C. F. KOCH & SON, 
Sixth Avenue and 102, 104, 106 W. 
| 20th St. 














«TOM STROMBOLD’S WARD.” 





A Strong and Pathetic Story of Life Among 
London Artists. 





By JULIAN MAGNus. 





A Complete Story, Published in Fiction No. XXI, 





« FICTION.” 





A Weekly Story Paper Containing Only Original Stories. 


“‘ Clear, Wholesome, Pure and Clever.” 








Sailing every Saturday. 


~-Company’s Pier, foot of Second Street, Hobonen, 
saturday, an. 28th. DONAU, Saturday, Feb. 11th, 
Saturday, Feb. 4th, RHEIN, Saturday, Feb. 18th, 


Rates of passage from NEW YORK to SOUTHAMPTON, 


HAVRE, or BREMEN: 
First Cabin, $100; Second Cabin, $60; Steerage, $30. 
Return tickets at reduced rates. Prepaid Steerage Certificates, $2 5 


OELRICHS & CO., General Agents, No. 2 Bowling Green. 


WM. NEELY. 


BOOTS AB SHOES 


348 Bowery, Cor. Great Jones St. 
WHOLESALE HOUSE, CORNER CHURCH AND DUANE STREETS. 
A full line of E. C. Burt’s Fine Shoes. 


ga All Goods marked in Plain Figures. -&q 
Fall and Winter Styles Now Ready. 
Sanitary Enginee 


THOS. BAILEY Pinter, 


A EN S can now grasp a fortume. Address 
RIDEOUT & CO , 10 Barclay St., N. Y. 


6s N% for a day, but for all Time.” 
The sale of “‘ ‘ihe Nine Letter Puzzle.”’ 








Plumber and Practical 














$777: Year and expenses to agents. Outfit free. Address, 
P. O. VICKERY, Augusta, Me. 





Price Coventy-fioe Cents. 
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THE POLITICAL SUTLER. 





